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move your aunt looks a kind sort of person. Would
you like her to come and talk to you?"
"I should hate it. If you really want to help me
you can do it another way."
"Of course I want to help you," he assured her
quite truthfully. "You have only to tell me how."
"You came to look at a bungalow," she said
eagerly. "Let me show it to you. My aunt would
have sent me with Pooralli to go over it with you.
Please come and see it."
Granet smiled at her kindly.
"Of course I will do that. Whether the place is
kept on or not there is not the slightest harm in my
looking at the bungalow."
The girl drew a long breath of relief. She clutched
him by the arm and led him out through the front
door into the avenue. She pointed across the park.
"The one my aunt would have offered you is
calkd *The Lamps of Fire.* You will find there are
always fireflies there at night."
"Picturesque, at any rate," he remarked. "What
about that butler fellow who let me in? He is stand-
ing over there looking as though he wanted to come
with us."
She glanced across in the direction her companion
had indicated but she only shook her head.
"It is not necessary for him to come," she de-
clared. "I have all the keys. I can tell you the price
my aunt would have asked and give you all the
particulars."
Granet hesitated.